But now she's laid: what though she be ?
Yet there are more delays; for where is he ?
He comes and passeth through sphere after sphere;
First her sheets, then her arms, then any where.
Let not this day, then, but this night, be thine;
Thy day was but the eve to this, O Valentine!

Here lies a she sun, and he a moon there;

She gives the best light to his sphere;

Or each is both, and all, and so

They unto one another nothing owe;

And yet they do; but are

So just and rich in that coin which they pay,

That neither would, nor needs, forbear nor stay;

Neither desires to be spared nor to spare:

They quickly pay their debt, and then

Take no acquittances, but pay again:

They pay, they give, they lend, and so let fall

occasion to be liberal.

Jlruthj more courage, in these two do shine
: all thy turtles have, and sparrows, Valentine!

And by this act of these two phoenixes

Nature again restored is;

For since these two are two no more,

